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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
I've had this one done a while, | just now got around to actually correcting it. Its been on my site forever and | 


think it was actually my first Guns n Roses fic. 


AN: Told in Slash's POV. 


I've been lying here for what feels like days, but in all actuality it's only been a few hours. | guess when you're 
in this much pain and torment, time feels like it's just dragging by. I'm so used to time slipping by so quickly 


when we're on the road. 


My eyes are heavy; | want to sleep but l'm afraid that | might not wake up. Don't get me wrong, I'm not afraid 
of dying. I'm afraid of leaving him behind. He's so attentive, so sympathetic. | don't think I've ever felt this close 
to anyone in my entire life. He left me for the first time in hours only long enough to get another bucket of 
ice. He hasn't come back yet and much to my own surprise | miss him. Axl can be the worlds biggest bitch, 
but he has the biggest heart of anyone I've ever met. He knows how | feel about him, and deep down he feels 


the same for me. 


| try to take a deep breath but it catches in my throat sending me into a violent coughing fit. My stomach is 
sore from the incessant throwing up I've done all night. | draw my denim clad knees to my chest and pray for 
the pain to subside. I've never gone this far. I've tried to quit doing drugs before, but | never had Axl. For 
years | battled with my addiction. | never had the courage to break the habit until he walked into my life with 
a different light. The pain always got to me, and I'd turn back. This time is different though. Axl won't let me 
fall back into my old footsteps. 


The pain in my ribs subsides slowly, and | stretch my legs back out. My body is drenched in sweat causing my 
bare back to stick to the once fresh white sheets. | feel like I'm going to throw my guts up again, but | know 
its a false alarm. | wipe the sweat from my eyes and try to find an object to focus on until Axl gets back 
The ceiling fan above me seems to catch my attention. | can hear the blades spinning, and everything seems to 
be in slow motion. | know what's coming. l'm about to pass out again. I've tried as long as | could without him, 
and | just have to let go. | let my eyes fall shut only seconds before | hear the door creak open. | want to open 


them again, to acknowledge Axl's presence but | don't have the energy. 
"Slash?" 


| hear his voice, softer than I've ever heard it. It seems to breathe new life into my useless body. | stir, 


rubbing my eyes with my fists. 
"Hmm?" A sad, pathetic, animalistic groan was the best | could do. 
"How do you feel?" 


| try to open my eyes again, but the light makes my head crack open. | feel the bed shift as he sits down 


beside me. 
"| feel like shit," | reply pausing to hear my stomach churn. "Please just fucking kill me Axl." 
He clenches his teeth. "I'll be damned if I'm gonna get you this far and let you go back" 


| laugh to myself, but I'm not laughing because what he said is funny. | am laughing because | really want to 
cry. Yes, me cry. | do those things too. | laugh, cry, and | feel pain. I'm like any other human being, just a little 
stranger. Axl, now he's different. He's not human, he cant be. Humans aren't perfect. Axl is though. He can read 


my mind, and he did. 
"You're gonna get through this." He lets his bony fingers glide gently across my sweaty forehead. 


| can only hope he's right. He is all | have to believe in He is all | want to believe in | reach up and take his 
smaller hand into mine, bringing it to my lips and kissing his smooth skin. Although my eyes are closed, | can 
see the smile on his face, his free hand in his own hair. He's so beautiful when he's embarrassed. It's a rare 


side of Axl that no one but me ever gets the pleasure of seeing. 


| hear the door open again and | release his hand. | swallow hard and wait for a voice, a touch, anything to let 


me know who the new visitor is. 
"Brought you guys something to eat," the new voice announces. 


| immediately identify the smooth voice to belong to Duff. The next sound | hear is the crinkling of a paper bag 
being sat down on the nightstand beside my head. The smell of greasy fast food fills my nasal passages, and | 
instantly feel my stomach begin to roll. | feel like hurling my guts halfway across the room. | wince, and clutch 
my stomach turning my head away from my band mate. | don't want him to see me like this. Duff is a softy, 


a worrier. I've always been the stone cold never falter type. To tell the truth, I'm embarrassed. 
The blonde sits beside of Axl. “Feelin any better Slash?" 


| still can't open my eyes, but | can feel his critical stare. | know | should say something, at least give him 


some hope and peace of mind. | open my mouth to speak, but | find there's no need; it's being done for me. 
"He stopped throwing up a little while ago," said Axl firmly. 


He stole a glance at the distressed expression on my face, promptly getting up and moving the paper bag from 


the nightstand. | make a mental note to thank him for that later. 


| feel a cold hand on my shoulder. "Dude, are you gonna be okay?" Leave it to Duff to worry about anything 
and everything. 


"ll be okay." swallow hard realizing that even talking was starting to hurt. "I'll be fine.” 


l'm starting to doubt my own words. | wish he'd leave. Axl doesn't make me talk. He knows it hurts. Sure it's 


rice of him to bring food, | guess I'm just on edge today, tonight, what ever fucking time it might be. 
"ll check back later, okay guys?" The bassist's words were shaky and uncertain, he doesn't believe me either. 


| feel a sudden absence on the bed as my friend heads for the door. | don't bother to answer him because | 
know Axl will do it for me. He'd remained oddly quiet the entire time Duff was in the room. | hear the door 


close, and | know I'm free to be myself again. 
Axl sighed. "I'm so fucking glad he's gone." 


The singer plopped back down on the bed beside of me, his words tired and slurred. His comment caught me 
off guard as | was about to say the same thing. | open my eyes, slowly adjusting to the light, and look up into 
his face. This is the first time I've actually looked at him since last night. He hadn't slept, and his eyes are now 
swollen and heavy. His hair is pulled back into a pony tail which is unusual for him. He isn't wearing a shirt, and 


his tight jeans looked even more worn than before. My bloodshot eyes scan back up his body to his chest 


where | note some deep scratches. Slowly | bring my hand up to brush my fingers over the marks. My hand 
almost startles me. | don't recognize it as mine at first, but when it made contact with Axl's smooth warm 
skin | knew it was. Axl smiled wryly and took my hand in his. He could tell | was curious without my even 


asking. 


"Last night," He began, tracing the lines on the palm of my hand, "you were out of your head and you tried to 
kill yourself. | guess this is my parting gift for saving your ass." 


When he finished he was smiling, trying to turn the situation into something humorous. | don't see it that way. 
| tried to hurt him after he saved what's left of my life! How ungrateful can | possibly be. | felt my stomach 


churning again. This wasn't a false alarm. 
"lm gonna be sick." 


| peeled myself from the sheets and stumbled into the bathroom. How pathetic could this look from some 
other angle? I've got all the money | need, all the fame and fortune | can handle, but here | am crumpled up on 
the floor with my face in a toilet puking up the remains of my insides. | wanted to cry, | wanted to let go of 
everything and just have a complete breakdown, but | didn't want Axl to see. | wanted to be strong for him, 
not for me. Just when | thought | was alone, | felt his presence behind me. 


"Are you okay?" he asked sitting beside of me and pulling my hair back out of my face. What would | do 


without him? 

"| don't know." I'm wondering if there could possibly be anything else in there to actually throw up. 

tll be okay." 

He closed the lid on the toilet and pulled me back so that | was laying on him. My head fit perfectly in the 
curve between his neck and his shoulder. The tile of the floor was cool through my jeans, but sitting between 
his legs added a certain warmth to the situation His fingers were in my hair. His free hand running up and 


down the length of my back 


"Why do you put up with me?" | whispered, my lips brushing his neck as | spoke. | felt him chuckle, then felt 
his lips on my forehead. 


"Cuz you're you." 
| knew he was smiling, and if my head hadn't been pounding | would too. Instead | let out an animalistic groan 
and rubbed my face into his skin Something was missing though, something didn't feel right. | reached behind 


his head and pulled the rubber band out, the cascade of red locks falling into my face and over his shoulders. 


"Better?" Axl asked, his arms tightening around me. 


"Mmm Hmm." 


My eyes felt heavy, and my pain was subsiding enough that | could sleep. His fingers in my hair, his warm 


hands on my cold sweaty skin was just enough to lull me to sleep. 
"Wanna move to the bed?" he whispered, moving my own curls from my eyes. 


| shook my head and wrapped an arm around his neck, holding onto him for dear life. The redhead smiled and 


once again tightened his arms around me. 


The night progressed, and | didn't wake up even once. Axl shared the warmth of his body with me and seemed 
content just holding me. | didn't dream. My head pounded too hard for the effort. There were no windows in 
the bathroom so we had no way to know if it was morning until the bedside clock went off, the radio playing 
softly. It was barely audible in the next room. Axl had been awake for quite some time, but didn't want to 
move, he didn't want to wake me. | felt him shift beneath me and heard him yawn. | groaned and opened my 
eyes, surprised to feel very little pain My head hurt, but it was nothing | couldn't handle. | could hear the 
music quietly playing in the next room. | listened for a moment before | recognized it as REO Speedwagon, 


Riding The Storm Out. How ironic. 


"How do you feel?" he asked, his arms leaving me for the first time since late last night. | untangled my 
fingers from his hair and peeled my body from his. 


"Better, a lot better." 

My throat hurt, but that was understandable. I'd thrown up so much that my stomach and ribs hurt too. 
He kissed my forehead. "I'm glad." 

He stood, then held out his hand for me. | looked from his warm eyes to his outstretched hand before taking 
it. | felt dizzy, the sudden change in altitude not faring well. | nearly fell on him, but his hands on my hips 
steadied me. 

"Careful," he whispered. 

His deep green eyes locked onto my own. | stared right back into him, almost losing myself in their massive 
depth. | wasn't sure if my brain just wasn't working the way it should be, or if | was really feeling something. 
Before | could regain control over my body, my hands were on his chest and my forehead was against his. 
"You okay?" He asked, his voice low, his hands moving from my hips to my hands. 


| tilted my head slightly and moved inward. "No, l'm not." 


Our lips brushed momentarily, testing the waters. They were apparently very warm. His hands moved slowly 


up my arms to each side of my head, pulling me in closer and deepening the sweet kiss. | moaned into him, my 
tongue tracing his bottom lip. He parted his lips and | took the initiative. My hungry tongue explored the depths 
of his inviting mouth, licking every crevice. The need for air forced him to break the kiss, throwing his head 
back and gasping. The arch in his neck looked absolutely delicious, so | tasted it. | kissed his throat, my hand 
behind his head. My tongue ran a trail to his lips before capturing them once again. He moaned, his touch 


becoming more tense. | released him and stepped back, watching him lean against the bathroom door. 
"You dont want this, not now, not like this.” he whispered, his eyes not really looking at me, but past me. 


| ran my fingers through my mangled hair and sighed, knowing he was right, but knowing what | felt was not 
due to the fact that I'd just stayed clean for three days. My mind was right where it should've been all along, 
on that beautiful, kind, caring redhead that no one else knew like | did. | wanted the same safety and security | 
felt when he held me last night when even | couldn't hold myself together. His eyes were now glued to mine, 
and his fingers linking with mine at my side. | broke my hands free and wrapped my arms tightly around him, 
my face hiding in his soft red hair. 


"Please take care of me Axl," | whispered. My lips brushed against his hot skin as they moved 
"will 

"Promise?" 

Axl smiled and stepped back, "Cross my heart 


The look on my face matched that of Axl's, real happiness. Nothing else mattered now, not vanity, not sex, not 
the fans or the music, all that mattered was here and now. 


"You go rest, I'm gonna run and get us something to eat." 
| dont think | can ever eat again" | held my stomach, the very thought of anything solid in there sickening me. 
"Ya gotta eat or you'll die and then I'll dig you up and kick your ass." 


He kissed my cheek before snatching his coat and leaving me alone. Sleep, how am | supposed to sleep knowing 
what | do now. How does one sleep after a revelation of that stature? Well, when one hasn't slept in nearly 


three going on four days, sleep comes rather easily. The moment my weary body hit the mattress, | was out. 


Hours passed before | felt any sign that I'm still alive. That sign came in the most pleasant form. | shifted and 
felt a warm presence to my left. That warmth was accompanied by a soft body that just happened to be in 
the form of Axl Rose. He'd shed the shirt he'd thrown on this morning and the cover concealed him from the 
waist down. His arm was thrown lazily over my stomach, holding me as if I'd disappear if he let go. The soft 
glow from the bedside lamp illuminated his body and made his skin look like the most delicate of porcelain. | felt 


his body move against mine, then he turned his head to face me, and he took my breath away. He smiled when 


he saw me, and my heart skipped a beat. | must've looked pretty stupid just staring at him like that. 


"Sleep okay?" he whispered softly, his fingers tracing random patterns on my stomach. | was nearly speechless 


at his sheer remarkable beauty. A shaky hand reached out to touch his face; | had to know this was real. 
"You are beautiful," | replied in the same hushed tone. He blushed, simply proving my point further. 


Feel better?" He scooted closer, his head on my chest now. | allowed my fingers the pleasure of running 
through his silky red locks. He shivered beneath me and | wrapped my arms around him a bit more tightly. 


"I feel good. Better than | have in a long time. | think it has a lot to do with you, though." | ran a finger down 
the milky white skin of his cheek 


"No pain from yesterday's massive purging?" 
| shifted a little, gasping at the sharp twinges through my ribs. "A little," | managed to groan out. 


Axl sat up slowly, flipping his hair back from his face in an almost feminine gesture. Despite the aftershocks of 
pain that still had a hold on me, | felt my body start to react to his nearness. 


"Do you want me to find you some aspirin?" 


The thought of swallowing anything made my stomach turn again and | shook my head. What | wanted more 
than anything was to pull him down to me and never let him up. | wanted to stay in this dim heaven as long as 
| could. The real world could go fuck itself with all it's distractions and problems. | watched him move away 
from me, standing and letting the covers fall from his body. | swallowed hard and noted his appearance, 
demanding that | remember this moment for the rest of my life. The light in the room gave his body a red 


glow. He crossed the room with nothing but his boxers on and poured himself a drink 
"How bout somethin to drink?" 
| shook my head, knowing that if | threw up again, my guts wouldn't stay where they belong. 


"Don't say | didn't try." He shrugged before downing the shot of whatever it was. He sat the glass back down 
on the table and turned back to look at me, his hands on his hips. 


"Come back here with me." | patted the bed next to me. He smiled, and once again | melted. He crawled back 
onto the bed and instead of me getting the chance to pull him to me and hold him there, he pulled my body 
into his arms. He shared his warmth with me and his soothing words. His lips pressed against my forehead and 


his hands stroked my matted hair. 


"You really had me scared Slash," he whispered. | felt his lips move against my skin 


‘I'm sorry." | nuzzled his neck, kissing the soft skin | found there. "I thought | was gonna die." 


"| would've laid down right there beside of you, and nagged you the whole way to hell" | couldn't see his face 
but | knew he was smiling. That's the way the story always goes, he smiles when | can't see. 


"I wish | would've known that it would hurt this bad" My voice cracked, not only from a sharp pain in my rib 
cage, but from the surprise. Axl titted my head back and pressed his lips gently against mine. My hand sought 
out his hip, and the other tangled in his hair. His tongue ran along my bottom lip just before he tore his 


mouth away, bringing his lips close to my ear. | shivered, but his hand on my back calmed me. 
"We'll make it." He kissed the skin just beyond my ear. My eyes shot to his, not really knowing what he meant. 


"Sleep baby. Just sleep. We'll talk tomorrow." He rocked me until | did indeed slip away to a comforting 


unconsciousness. 


True his words may have been a bit confusing. As | slept | thought about what he could have possibly meant. 
His doctrine was a bit on the unusual side sometimes. He spooned against me the entire night, not leaving my 


side for anything. | could only wait for morning to come, so I'd know where | stand. 


In all actuality | knew where | stood. | knew by the way he held my hand while | slept that | was his. | could tell 
by the way he whispered "I love you" in my ear when I'd groan from a sudden pain. | think | knew what he 
meant all along. He meant that this near death experience happened for a reason. Breaking the habit meant a 
whole lot more to me than just staying clean, it meant finding a whole other side of myself. It was a side | 
intended to show more often. I'd also seen Axl in a new light as well. He could be the worlds biggest bitch 
sometimes, but when you need him, really need him he's there. He's mine, and l'm his. That's all | need to know, 


all | need to keep air in my lungs and blood flowing through my veins. Just... him. 


